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Mrs. Dalloway をめぐって 
       
－小説手法と「死」の身代りについて－ 






















































Mrs. Dalloway said she would buy the flowers herself.                      (『 Mrs. Dalloway』, p.3 ) 
（ダロウェイ夫人は、自分で花を買ってくると言った。）                 (『ダロウェイ夫人』p.3 ) 
 
この小説の冒頭はこの象徴的な一行から始まる。第一行だけが客観的叙述で、次にいきなり間接話法で












 For Lucy had her work cut out for her. The doors would be taken off their hingers ; Rumpelmayer’s men were 
coming. And then, thought Clarissa Dalloway, what a morning –fresh as if issued to children on a beach. 
 What a lark! What a plunge!  For so it had always seemed to her when, with a little squeak of the hinges, which she 
could hear now, she had burst open the French windows and plunged at Bourton into the open air. How fresh, how 
calm, stiller than this of course, the air was in the early morning; like the flap of a wave; the kiss of a wave; chill and 
sharp and yet ( for a girl of eighteen as she then was) solemn, feeling as she did, standing there at the open window, 























A charming woman, Scrope Purvis thought her ( knowing her as one does know people who live next door to one 
in Westminster); a touch of the bird about her, of the jay, blue-green, light, vivacious, though she was over fifty, and 







ていた。」                                                                         (Ibid., p.4) 









 For having lived in Westminster ― how many years now? over twenty, ―one feels even in the midst of the traffic, 
or waking at night, Clarissa was positive, a particular hush, or solemnity; an indescribable pause; a suspense (but that 
might be her heart, affected, they said, by influenza) before Big Ben strikes. There! Out it boomed. First a warning, 
musical; then the hour, irrevocable. The leaden circles dissolved in the air. Such fools we are, she thought, crossing 
Victoria Street. For Heaven only knows why one loves it so, how one sees it so, making it up, building it round one, 
tumbling it, creating it every moment afresh; but the veriest frumps, the most dejected of miseries sitting on doorsteps 
(drink their downfall) do the same; can’t be dealt with, she felt positive, by Acts of Parliament for that very reason; 
they love life. In people’s eyes, in the swing, tramp, and trudge; in the bellow and the uproar; the carriages, motor cars, 
omnibuses, vans, sandwich men shuffling and swinging; brass bands; barrel organs; in the triumph and the jingle and 
the strange high singing of some aeroplane overhead was what she loved; life, London; this moment of June.  





































Peter Walsh. He would be back from India one of these days, June or July, she forgot which, for his letters were 
awfully dull; it was his sayings one remembered; his eyes, his pocket-knife, his smile, his grumpiness and, when 






























独白で語られていく。    
 
And now Clarissa escorted her Prime Minister down the room, prancing, sparkling, with the stateliness of her grey 
hair. She wore ear-rings, and a silver-green mermaid’s dress. Lolloping on the waves and braiding her tresses she 
seemed, having that gift still; to be; to exist; to sum it all up in the moment as she passed; turned, caught her scarf in 
some other woman’s  dress, unhitched it, laughed, all with the most perfect ease and air of a creature floating in its 
element. But age had brushed her; even as a mermaid might behold in her glass the setting sun on some very clear 
evening over the waves. There was a breath of tenderness; her severity, her prudery, her woodenness were all warmed 
through now, and she had about her as she said goodbye to the thick gold-laced man who was doing his best, and good 
luck to him, to look important, an inexpressible dignity; an exquisite cordiality; as if she wished the whole world well, 
and must now, being on the very verge and rim of things, take her leave. So she made him think.(But he was not in 
love.)  





















Indeed, Clarissa felt,the Prime Minister had been good to come. And, walking down the room with him, with  
Sally there and Peter there and Richard very pleased, with all those  people rather inclined, perhaps, to envy, she had 
felt that intoxication of the moment, that dilatation of the nerves of the heart itself till it seemed to quiver, steeped, 
upright; - yes, but after all it was what other people felt, that; for, though she loved it and felt in tingle and sting, still 
these semblances, these triumphs (dear old Peter, for example, thinking her so brilliant), had a hollowness; at arm's 
length they were, not in the heart; and it might be that she was growing old, but they satisfied her no longer as they 








































‘Holmes is on us, he would say, and he would invent stories about Holmes; Holmes eating porridge; Holmes 
reading Shakespeare － making himself roar with laughter or rage, for Dr. Holmes seemed to stand for something 
horrible to him.‘Human nature’, he called him. Then there were the visions. He was drowned, he used to say, and lying 
on a cliff with the gulls screaming over him. 
He would look over the edge of the sofa down into the sea. Or he was hearing music. Really it was only a barrel 
organ or some man crying in the street. But‘Lovely!’he used to cry, and the tears would run down his cheeks, which 
was to her the most dreadful thing of all, to see a man like Septimus, who had fought, who was brave, crying. And he 
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would lie listening until suddenly he would cry that he was falling down, down into the flames! Actually she would 
look for flames, it was so vivid. But there was nothing. They were alone in the room. It was a dream, she would tell 











彼女もまた、たまげてしまうのだった。」                                         （Ibid., p. 179） 
 
Going and coming, beckoning, signaling, so the light and shadow, which now made the wall grey, now the 
bananas bright yellow, now made the Strand grey, now made the omnibuses bright yellow, seemed to Septimus 
Warren Smith lying on the sofa in the sitting‐room; watching the watery gold glow and fade with the astonishing 
sensibility of some live creature on the roses, on the wall-paper. Outside the trees dragged their leaves like nets 
through the depths of the air; the sound of water was in the room, and through the waves came the voices of birds 
singing. Every power poured its treasures on his head, and his hand lay there on the back of the sofa, as he had seen 
his hand lie when he was bathing, floating, on the top of the waves, while far away on shore he heard dogs barking and 
barking far away. Fear no more, says the heart in the body; fear no more. 
He was not afraid. At every moment Nature signified by some laughing hint like that gold spot which went round 
the wall – there, there, there... her determination to show, by brandishing her plumes, shaking her tresses, flinging her 
mantle this way and that, beautifully, always beautifully, and standing close up to breathe through her hollowed hands 




















  Or there were the poets and thinkers. Suppose he had had that passion, and had gone to Sir William Bradshaw, a 
great doctor, yet to her obscurely evil, without sex or lust, extremely polite to women, but capable of some 
indescribable outrage－forcing your soul, that was it －if this young man had gone to him, and Sir William had 
impressed him, like that, with his power, might he not then have said (indeed she felt it now), Life is made intolerable; 












 Sir William himself was no longer young. He had worked very hard; he had won his position by sheer ability (being 
the son of a shopkeeper); loved his profession; made a fine figurehead at ceremonies and spoke well ― all of which 
had by the time he was knighted given him a heavy look, a weary look ( the stream of patients being so incessant, the 
responsibilities and privileges of his profession so onerous),which weariness, together with his grey hairs, increased 
the extraordinary distinction of his presence and gave him the reputation( of the utmost importance in dealing with 
nerve cases) 
not merely of lightning skill and almost infallible accuracy in diagnosis, but of sympathy; tact; understanding of the 
human soul. He could see the first moment they came into the room (the Warren Smiths they were called); he was 
certain directly he saw the man; it was a case of extreme gravity. It was a case of complete break down complete 
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physical and nervous breakdown, with every symptom in an advanced stage, he ascertained in two or three minutes    
(writing answers to questions, murmured discreetly, on a pink card).           











書きながら）たしかめたのだった。」                                         （Ibid., pp.121-122） 
 
To his patients he gave three-quarters of an hour, and if in this exacting science which has to do with what, after all, 
we know nothing about―the nervous system, the human brain ― a doctor loses his sense of proportion, as a doctor he 
fails. Health we must have, and health is proportion; so that when a man comes into your room and says he is Christ (a 
common delusion), and has a message, as they mostly have, and threatens, as they often do, to kill himself, you invoke 
proportion; order rest in bed; rest in solitude; silence and rest; rest without friends, without books, without messages; 
six months’rest; until a maｎ who went in weighing seven stone six comes out weighing twelve.  
Proportion, divine proportion, Sir William’s goddess, was acquired by Sir William walking hospitals, catching 
salmon, begetting one son in Harley Street by Lady Bradshaw, who caught salmon herself and took photographs 
scarcely to be distinguished from the work of professionals. Worshipping proportion, Sir William not only prospered 
himself but made England prosper, secluded her lunatics, forbade childbirth, penalised despair, made it impossible for 
the unfit to propagate their views until they, too, shared his sense of proportion －his, if they were men, Lady 
Bradshaw’s if they were women (she embroidered, knitted, spent four nights out of seven at home with her son), so 
that not only did his colleagues respect him, his subordinates fear him, but the friends and relations of his patients felt 
for him the keenest gratitude for insisting that these prophetic Christs and  
Christesses, who prophesied the end of the world, or the advent of God, should drink milk in bed, as Sir William 
ordered; Sir William with his thirty years’experience of these kinds of cases, and his infallible instinct, this is madness, 



























Lady Bradshaw (poor goose – one didn’t dislike her) murmured how,‘just as we were starting, my husband was  
called up on the telephone, a very sad case. A young man (that is what Sir William is telling Mrs. Dalloway ) had 
killed himself. He had been in the army.’ Oh! thought Clarissa, in the middle of my party, here’s death, she thought.              














 She had once thrown a shilling into the Serpentine, never anything more. But he had flung it away. They went on 
living (she would have to go back; the rooms were still crowded; people kept on coming). They (all day she had been 
thinking of Bourton, of Peter, of Sally), they would grow old. A thing there was that mattered; a thing, wreathed about 
with chatter, defaced, obscured in her own life, let drop every day in corruption, lies, chatter. This he had preserved. 
Death was defiance. Death was an attempt to communicate, people feeling the impossibility of reaching the center 
which, mystically, evaded them; closeness drew apart; rapture faded; one was alone. There was an embrace in death. 








近づいたかと思うと離れ、恍惚がうすれ、人は孤独であった。だが死には抱擁がある。」  (Ibid., p. 236 ) 
 
  But this young man who had killed himself － had he plunged holding his treasure? ‘If it were now to die,’ twere 
now to be most happy,’ she had said to herself once, coming down, in white. (Ibid, p.202) 
「しかし、この自殺した若い男―その人は自分の宝をしっかり抱えて飛び込んだのか？『もしいま死ぬと
したら、今が一番幸福なとき』とかつて彼女は白の衣裳をまとって階段を下りながら、自分に言ったことが




  Fear no more the heat o’the sun 
    Nor the furious winter’s rages                                                         (Ibid.,p.10)  








Then (she had felt it only this morning) there was the terror; the overwhelming incapacity, one’s parents giving it 
into one’s hands, this life, to be lived to the end, to be walked with serenely; there was in the depths of her heart an 
awful fear. Even now, quite often if Richard had not been there reading the Times , so that she could crouch like a bird 
and gradually revive, send roaring up that immeasurable delight, rubbing stick to stick, one thing with another, she 










 Somehow it was her disaster － her disgrace. It was her punishment to see sink and disappear here a man, there a 
woman, in this profound darkness, and she forced to stand here in her evening dress. She had schemed; she had 
pilfered. She was never wholly admirable. She had wanted success, －Lady Bexborough and the rest of it. And once 









  Odd, incredible; she had never been so happy. Nothing could be slow enough; nothing last too long. No pleasure 
could equal, she thought, straightening the chairs, pushing in one book on the shelf, this having done with the triumphs 
of youth, lost herself in the process of living, to find it, with a shock of delight, as the sun rose, as the day sank. Many 
a time had she gone, at Bourton when they were all talking, to look at the sky; or seen it between people’s shoulders at 
dinner; seen it in London when she could not sleep. She walked to the window. 
  It held, foolish as the idea was, something of her own in it, this country sky, this sky above Westminster.  























She parted the curtains; she looked. Oh, but how surprising! ― in the room opposite the old lady stared straight at her! 
She was going to bed. And the sky. It will be a solemn sky, she had thought, it will be a dusky sky, turning away its 
cheek in beauty.  
But there it was －ashen pale, raced over quickly by tapering vast clouds. It was new to her. The wind must have 
risen. She was going to bed, in the room opposite. It was fascinating to watch her, moving about, that old lady, 
crossing the room, coming to the window. Could she see her? It was fascinating, with people still laughing and 
shouting in the drawing― room, to watch that old woman, quite quietly, going to bed alone. She pulled the blind now. 
The clock began striking. The young man had killed himself; but she did not pity him; with the clock striking the hour, 
one, two, three, she did not pity him, with all this going on. There! the old lady had put out her light! the whole house 
was dark now with this going on, she repeated, and the words came to her , Fear no more the heat of the sun. She must 
go back to them. But what an extraordinary night! She felt somehow very like him - the young man who had killed 
himself. She felt glad that he had done it; thrown it away while they went on living. The clock was striking. The 
leaden circles dissolved in the air. But she must go back. She must assemble. She must find Sally and Peter. And she 





























 ‘I will come,’said Peter, but he sat on for a moment. What is this terror? ｗhat is this ecstasy? he thought to himself. 
What is it that fills me with extraordinary excitement? 
It is Clarissa, he said. 




クラリッサだ、と彼は言った。なぜならそこにクラリッサが立っていたから。」        (Ibid., p.250) 
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探求できる。Joan Benette は「Virginia Woolf－Her Art as a Novelist」 London: Cambridge University Press, 



























‘ Tell me,’ he said, seizing her by the shoulders｡ ‘ Are you happy, Clarissa?  Does Richard ―’      (Ibid.,  p.52) 
「『話してくれ』と彼は彼女の両肩をつかまえて言った。『きみは幸福なの？クラリッサ、リチャ－ドは―』」 







The door opened. ‘Here is my Elizabeth,’ said Clarissa, emotionally, histrionically, perhaps.      .(Ibid,.,  p.52) 
「ドアがあいた。『うちのエリザベスが参りましたわ』とクラリッサは、感情的に、どうやら芝居がかっ
た調子で言った。」                                                                （Ibid.,ｐ.62） 
 
The way she said ‘Here is my Elizabeth!’ ―that annoyed him. Why not ‘Here’s Elizabeth’ simply?  It was 
insincere. And  Elizabeth  didn’t like it either.  (Ibid., p.53)                                                      
「彼女が『うちのエリザベスですのよ！』と言ったその言い方が、彼には気になった。なぜ、ただ『エリザ
ベスですのよ！』と言わないのか。偽善的だった。エリザベスだって、ああいう言い方を好んではいない。」 








































この点を的確に解説している[註 2] David  Daiches, 「Virginia Woolf」 Norfolk, conn, Conn., New Directions, 























ビック・ベンの音のイメージがそれだ。    






































 Then, as the sound of St.Margaret’s languished, he thought, She has been ill, and the sound expressed languor and 
suffering. It was her heart, he remembered; and the sudden loudness of the final stroke tolled for death that surprised 





たクラリッサが倒れたのだ。いや、いやと彼は叫んだ。彼女は死んだんのではない。」    (Ibid.. , p.65) 
 
 その後、1992 年にウルフは「ボンド・ストリ－トのダロウェイ夫人“ Mrs. Dalloway in Bond Street “を書
き上げている。 

























1.[註 1]  Joan  Benette 「Virginia  Woolf－Her Art as a Novelist」, London, Cambridge University Press,  
1945 年、（pp｡.103-104.） 
2. [註 2]  David Daiches,「Virginia Woolf」, Norfolk, conn, Conn.:, New Directions, 1942,  (p. 82 ) 
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